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I have not seen the Himalaya stand up out of India; but
no European range climbs half so suddenly towards the sky,
and the steep rise of the Rocky Mountains above Colorado
and the Great Plains seems almost gradual by comparison
with the piled and towering obstruction of the Andes,
where they lie across the level road from Buenos Aires to the
Pacific.
That tall perspective on the sky is the unchanging back-
ground of Mendoza; and its fascination interrupts your
shopping in the little town, where more firearms are exposed
for sale than seems altogether healthy and street-hawkers
tempt the passer-by with arms wreathed in revolver-belts
like vendors of braces in more peaceable localities. The
local traffic-problem must be gravely increased by the
suicidal tendency of visitors to step into the road with faces
turned immovably towards the mountains on the sky. For
the mountain-wall that bars the road to Chile draws the eye
irresistibly. There may be other things to look at; but you
cannot keep your eyes away from it.
Small wonder that it came, an uninvited guest, to the
picnic that afternoon. The green terrace on the little hill
that overlooked the plain was a perfect camping-ground.
For inexhaustible supplies of all that renders open-air life in
Argentina endurable—of hot roast lamb, of red wine, of
dance-music—sprang from its miraculous soil; and after
lunch there seemed little more to do for persons disinclined
to dance than to lie comfortably in the shade and look out
across the vineyards. That plain was more than half
Italian, Its neat villages, ranged vines, and the long lines
of poplar belonged to Lombardy; there was a liberal
display of the Italian colours, where cheerful emigrants
recalled some anniversary of the Risorgimento; and one
looked instinctively for a mild Apennine background or
some perspective of the distant Alps. But the scene had a
harsher ending. For there, beyond the poplars and the
green carpet of trim vineyards, the Cordillera of the Andes
stalked along the sky, two hundred miles from end to end.

